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College  Dictionary — 

Affidavit  —  scriptural  phrase  — 
(Goliath  started  affidavit.) 

Balm  —  hobo  —  (Youse  is  a 
balm) . 

Cynics  —  what  lead  does  when 
put  into  water. 

Deceit — to  remove  chair  from  be- 
hind unwary  individual. 

Garrulous  — ■  large  anthropoidal 
apes — (e.  g.,  "Ging  Gong" — God 
bless  him) . 

Hollow  —  term  of  greeting  — 
("Hollow,  you  big  balm!") 

Juice — Semites. 

Knuckle  —  Aunt's  husband 
("Knuckle  Tom's  Cabin").  (Tsk, 
tsk). 

Laud — Heavenly  Father. 

Maneuver — fertilizer — (She  was 
only  the  horseman's  daughter,  etc., 
etc.). 

Negligence — dressing  gown  (fe- 
male) . 

Omelet — a  good  egg  in  Shake- 
speare's works. 

Quince  —  female  rulers  (sour 
faced  ones  at  that). 

Vinegar  —  five  on  each  hand  - — 
(e.g.,  "Stop  sucking  your  vine- 
gar!"). 

X — long  handled  chopping  tool 
— "Yes,  Papa,  I  cot  down  the 
**%!!  cherry  tree  wid  mine  liddle 

X."). 

Yokel — to  sing,  as  in  Switzer- 
land. 

Zeus — liquid  in  fruits. 


Note:  It  is  estimated  that  if  every 
copy  of  this  were  placed  in  a  pile  on 
the  Sahara  desert  it  would  be  a  good 
idea.  Copies  of  this  dictionary  are 
to  be  printed  and  bound  for  China. 
The  edible  requests  us  to  say  that  if 
awl  the  college  stews  repeating  these 
puns  before  the  next  issue  were  laid 
end  to  end  from  the  PARROT  orifice 
they  wouldn't  reach  past  Hoos 
jernt.  We're  sorry,  pimples — we 
weren't  so  good  when  this  was 
born. 

— G.  and  M. 
— Phoenix 


The  biology  prof,  was  speaking: 
"I  have  here  some  very  fine  speci- 
mens of  dissected  frogs,  which  I 
will  show  you." 

Unwrapping  the  parcel,  some 
sandwiches,  fruit  and  hard-boiled 
eggs  came  to  view. 

"But,  surely — I  ate  my  lunch!" 
he  exclaimed. 

— Perm.  State  Froth 
4>  ♦  «• 

He  was  in  Chem.  lab.,  and  the 
prof,  was  explaining  certain  reac- 
tions to  him: 

"This  liquid  turns  blue  if  your 
unknown  is  basic,  and  it  turns  red 
if  the  unknown  is  acid." 

"Sorry,    but    I'm    color 
apologized  the  brain  trust, 
you   got   anything   with   a   bell   on 
it?" 

— Medley 


blind," 
"Have 


"Come,  Hawkins,  let's  look 
up  naughty  words  in  the  dic- 
tionary." 


-Indi.m.!    Bcrtd    WJk 


DEVIL  TAKE  the  unpopular 
soul  wlio  nei;lects  liis  pipe  till  it's 
gooey  and  offensive.  Bliss  is  reserved 
(at  1  5^  the  tin)  fo'  those  pipe  lovers 
who  tend  their  bri.irs  and  fill  them 
with  sunny  tobacco  .  .  .  like  Sir  Wal- 
ter Raleigh.  This  heavenly  mixture  of 
mild  Kentucky  Buileys  brings  ever- 
lasting happiness  to  a  man  s  tongue. 
It's  well  aged  and  seasoned.  Fragrant 
— but  eternally  mild.  Try  it.  It  jiitiy 
be  the  smoke  you  hoped  you  d  some 
day  find.  (Kept  iresh  in  gold  i^oil.) 

Brown  &  Williamson  Tobacco  Corporat'on 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dcpt.  W-43. 


TAKE  C,\RE  of 
m*r  PIPE 


Send  for  \\nv: 

FREE 
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OUR  GRATITUDE 


Polly  bows  to  the  talents  of  other  comics — and 
presents  to  you  what  months  of  scanning  has  finally 
convinced  her  is  the  cream  of  this  year's  college  humor. 

We  first  want  to  express  our  deep  gratitude  to  the 
Lehigh  "Burr  "  for  the  very  cleverly  executed  cover, 
David  Fentress.  Lehigh  '36.  is  personally  liable — and 
a  really  marvelous  artist.  Moreover,  the  "Burr  has 
given  us  copy  for  the  "Old  Man"  from  her  similar 
column   "Burr-lesque," 

Penn  State  "Froth"  has  also  been  a  very  capable 
contributor  —  with  the  "Rover  Boys  at  Plotzman 
Hall,"  "My  Laundry,"  other  shorts  and  cartoons. 

The  Southern  California  "Wampus,"  the  Grin- 
nell  "Malteaser,"  the  Ohio  State  "Sun  Dial,"  th  elowa 
"Frivol,"  the  Indiana  "Bored  Walk,"  the  Cornell 
"Widow,"  the  Nebraska  "Awgwan."  the  Carnegie 
Tech  "Puppet."  the  Texas  Aggies  "Battalion,"  and 
the  Dartmouth  "Jack-O-Lantern,"  all  deserve  verv 
high  praise  for  their  work  this  year,  and  we  feel  very 
proud  to  present  some  of  that   work  to  you. 


Polly  thus  steps  back  for  one  issue,  bubbling  over 
with  youthful  enthusiasm  over  the  copy  from  other 
college  mags  which  she  has  finally  been  able  to  amass. 
She  is  proud  of  her  colleagues — and  justly  so. 

The  old  bird  had  to  bid  a  fond  but  sad  farewell 
to  two  faithful  feathers  in  her  bonnet — Miss  Jane 
Fauntz  and  Miss  Mary  Anne  Timmons.  Jane  has 
quietly,  but  definitely  returned  to  Illinois,  thus  re- 
moving a  very  reliable  and  talented  source  of  art  work. 
The  grapes  will  taste  plenty  sour  when  we  again  see 
her  work  in  the  Illinois  "Siren."  She  was  the  creator 
of  the  cover  for  the  Purity  Issue — and  here  and  now 
we  wish  to  express  our  apologies  for  failure  to 
acknowledge  that  fact  last  month,  and  our  gratitude 
to  her  for  the  work  she  has  done  for  us.  Best  wishes, 
Jane! 

Mary  Anne  has  also  left  our  fair  seat  of  learning. 
Miss  Timmons  has  long  been  a  mainstay  on  the  Art 
staff,  dependable  and  willing,  capable  of  assuming 
responsibility  and  of  properly  executing  it.  Good 
luck,   Mary  Anne,  and  Bon  Voyage! 
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JIMMY  GETS  HIS  PRIVACY 

New  York — Jimmy  Walker,  retired  mayor  of  the 
world's  largest  city,  the  ex-newsboy  who  began  his 
career  in  the  Bronx  and  fought  his  way  up  to  the 
top,  sailed  for  Europe  today  for  a  walking  trip  with 
Thornton  Wilder.  The  former  playboy  fled  from  re- 
porters and  asked  to  be  left  alone. 

London — Jimmy  Walker,  retired  mayor  of  New 
York,  the  world  largest  city,  arrived  here  today.  He 
is  the  man  who  headed  Tammany  Hall.  He  is  to  take 
a  walking  trip  on  the  Continent  with  Thompson 
Wilder,  an  author.  Mr.  Walker  resented  questions 
by  the  press  and  demanded  privacy. 

Paris — James  Walker,  an  American  politician,  ar- 
rived here  last  evening.  Mr.  Walker,  now  a  million- 
aire, was  Mayor  of  New  York  three  times.  He  would 
not  see  reporters.  Mr.  Walker  was  accompanied  by 
Thornley  Wolder,  a  young  Yale  man  who  is  said  to 
be  prominent  in  a  literary  way. 

Milan — J.  James  Walker,  a  wealthy  American  tour- 
ist, is  here  with  Signor  Thornton  Wilder,  the  famous 
author.  Mr.  Wilder,  a  young  Princeton  graduate,  is 
understood  to  have  written  a  best  seller.  Mr.  Walker, 
who  refused  to  talk  for  publication,  is  said  to  be  a 
business  man  who  acquired  considerable  money  in 
ventures  in  Philadelphia  and  Chicago. 

Geneva — Thornton  Wilder,  author  of  "The  Bridge 
of  San  Luis  Rey,"  and  one  of  the  most  promising 
writers  of  this  generation,  passed  through  here  today 
on  a  walking  trip  with  G.  G.  Walker.  Little  could  be 
learned  regarding  Mr.  Wilder's  companion  outside 
of  the  fact  that  he  was  once  American  sculling  cham- 
pion. 

Lucerne — Mr.  Thornton  Wilder,  famous  American 
author.  Princeton  graduate  and  professor  at  Lawrence- 
ville  Academy,  whose  brilliant  novel,  "The  Bridge  of 
San  Luis  Rey,"  was  one  of  the  sensations  of  the  past 
few  years,  trekked  through  this  city  today  on  a  walk- 
ing tour.  Mr.  Wilder  is  at  work  on  several  new  novels. 
He  is  accompanied  on  his  hike  by  Keorge  G.  Warka, 
the  old  Greenwich  Village  wrestler  and  horseshoe 
pitcher. 

Interlaken — This  city  was  honored  today  by  a  visit 
from  no  less  a  celebrity  than  Mr.  Thornton  Wilder. 
author  of  "The  Bridge  of  San  Luis  Rey"  and  many 
other  works.  Mr.  Wilder,  who  is  still  in  his  thirties, 
is  at  work  on  a  new  novel.  He  is  a  native  of  New 
Haven.  Connecticut,  the  son  of  Marshall  Wilder,  an 
editor  in  that  city.  Mr.  Wilder  has  as  his  walking 
companion  a  man  named  Wauker. 

Basle — Thornton  Wilder,  famous  novelist,  passed 
through  here  today  on  a  walking  trip.  He  is  accom- 
panied by  an  unknown  stranger. 

— Broivn  Jug 
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As  Gay  as  the  Highland  Fling! 

RYTEX  CHATTER-BOX 

50  FOLDED  SHEETS 
50  ENVELOPES 

WITH  YOUR  NAME  ON  THE  SHEETS 


T 


Large  folded  sheets  size  ys/g"  x  ll'/j"  (folded 
size  75/g"  X  53^")  In  Blue  and  White,  Green  and 
White,  Grey  and  White  and  Tan  and  White 
Plaid  Vellum  paper.  Large  pointed  flap  enve- 
lopes to  match. 

Your  name  in  Highland  Blue,  Grey  or  Brown  ink. 
Buy  boxes  and  boxes  of  this  clever  stationeryl 
On  sale  for  MARCH  ONLY! 


TYPEWRITERS  RENTED  — REPAIRED 

CALLED  FOR  AND  DELIVERED 
ALL  WORK  GUARANTEED 

CALL  GRE.  2600  or  2616 


THE  CO-OP 


1 726  Orrlng+on  Ave, 


ORRINGTON   HOTEL 
BLDG. 
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Come  and  See  Me  At 
My  Office 


It  was  with  considerable  pride 
in  my  punctuality  that  I  approached 
the  office  of  that  worthy — if  some- 
what baffled  —  botanist,  Professor 
Hicks.  My  appointment  was  for 
nine,  and  I  could  hear  the  chimes 
just  beginning  to  sound  the  hour. 
I  rounded  the  corner  and  beheld,  at 
the  door  of  the  office,  the  professor 
himself,  apparently  having  some 
difficulty  in  fitting  a  key — obvious- 
ly the  wrong  one — into  the  lock. 
The  professor,  with  his  usual 
cheerful  disregard  for  convention  in 
the  matter  of  dress,  was  wearing 
one  black  shoe  and  one  tan,  and 
had  his  hat  on  backwards.  It  was 
a  bright,  sunny  morning,  but  the 
good  man  carried  a  sturdy  umbrella 
over  his  arm.  In  his  free  hand  he 
clutched  a  perfectly  foul-looking 
plant. 

"Good  morning.  Professor 
Hicks,"  I  said.  "It's  just  exactly 
nine." 

"Thank  you."  said  the  professor, 
finally  unlocking  the  door  and  pre- 
paring to  enter.  "Very  kind  of  you, 
to  stop  and  tell  me  the  time.  Thank 
you.  Thank  you  very  much  in- 
deed." He  beamed  at  me  through 
his  spectacles,  stepped  into  his  office, 
and  shut  the  door  in  my  face. 

I  stood  quite  still  for  a  moment 
recovering  my  composure  and  then 
knocked.  "Come  in,"  said  the  pro- 
fessor, and  I  entered — a  little  doubt-, 
fully  to  say  the  least.  The  man  sat 
hunched  over  his  desk,  wearily 
prodding  his  plant  with  a  long  pair 
of  tweezers.  He  had  a  very  suspi- 
cious look  on  his  face,  as  though 
he  expected  the  thing  to  leap  up  any 


—Bill  Roberts 

minute  and  do  him  bodily  harm.  As 
I  closed  the  door,  he  looked  up 
from  his  work  and  gazed  at  me 
with  a  glassy,  preoccupied  expres- 
sion that  startled  with  its  amazing 
resemblance  to  the  look  one  sees  on 
the  face  of  a  very  dead  mackerel. 
"Yes?"  said  the  professor.  "What  is 
it?" 

"If  you  remember,  professor."  I 
said.  "I  made  an  appointment  yes- 
terday, and  ..." 

"Just  a  minute,  young  man,"  he 
interrupted,  apparently  emerging 
from  the  fog.  "Haven't  I  seen  you 
somewhere  before?  Your  face  is 
familiar." 

"Yes.  sir,"  I  said,   "you  saw  me 


outside  the  door  just  a  moment 
ago.  I  told  you  the  time." 

"Ah,  of  course!  Yes,  yes,  in- 
deed! Yes,  of  course  you  did.  And 
very  kind  of  you  it  was.  And  what 
time  is  it  now,  young  man?" 

"Just  three  minutes  past  nine, 
sir." 

"Is  it  indeed?"  he  said,  turning 
back  to  his  wretched  plant.  "Is  it 
really?  My,  how  time  does  fly." 

I  could  see  I  wasn't  making 
much  headway,  so  I  started  in  from 
a  new  angle.  "Pardon  me,  sir,"  I 
said,  "could  I  speak  to  you  for  a 
couple  of  minutes?" 

The  professor  looked  up  and 
blinked.  "Eh?  What  was  that? 
Speak  to  me?  Why,  of  course.  Yes, 
to  be  sure,  go  right  ahead:  Don't  be, 
backward,  young  man.  speak  right 
up." 

"I'm  in  your  general  botany 
class,  sir.  I'm  Mr.  Waterman.  Do 
you  remember  me?" 

"Yes,     yes,     of    course,     indeed. 


"Gad,     I'm    just    lousy    with    split 
Infinitives  today." 
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THE 

SHIP 


FINE    STEAKS 
CHICKEN    and     FISH 

Luncheons 
Sandwiches 

Because  of  Prevailing  Laws 

No  One  Under  21  Years 


can  be  served 


1767  Howard  Street 


Sheldrake  6688 


How  are  you?  My,  yes.     Mr.  who?" 

"Waterman.  I  came  up  after  class  yesterday  and 
made  an  appointment  with  you  to  find  what  I  must 
do  to  make  up  my  absences." 

"Fine.  That's  exactly  the  thing  to  do,  Water- 
melon, exactly  the  thing." 

"It's  Waterman,  sir,"  I  said. 

"What's  Waterman?" 

"My  name." 

"I  know  it,  young  man,  I  know  it.  You  don't 
have  to  keep  telling  me." 

"Yes,  sir.  Now,  what  shall  I  do  about  it?" 

"I'm  sure  I  don't  know,  young  man:  it's  not  much 
of  a  name,  God  knows,  but  I  guess  you'll  just  have 
to  grin  and  bear  it.  I'm  sorry." 

"No,  I  don't  mean  about  the  name,  sir.  " 

"Then  what  the  dickens  are  you  talking  about, 
young  fellow?  Get  down  to  business." 

"I  mean  about  making  up  my  absences,  sir." 

"What  absences?" 

"My  absences  from  class." 

"Have  you  been  absent  from  class?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Well,  what  have  you  done  toward  making  it  up?" 

"Nothing  as  yet;  that's  what  I  .  .  .  " 

"Nothing?"  he  exclaimed  impatiently.  "Nothing?" 

"No,  sir,  you  see  that's  what  I  .  .  .  " 

"Waterpipe."  he  said,   eyeing  me  sharply,    "you're 


That 
Indefinable  Something 


In  a  pretty  girl  (or  even  one  not  so  pretty)  it  might  be 
called  chic,  personality,  style,  class,  or  charm.  Or  you 
might  just  say  she  has  "it."  No  matter  what  you  call  it, 
no  word  exactly  defines  what  you  are  talking  about.  She 
just  "stands  out"  in  the  crowd  —  and  that's  that. 

The  same  is  true  of  printing  —  it  is  either  dull  and  lifeless 
—  medium  or  mediocre — or  it  radiates  style,  character, 
and  class.  There's  still  no  word  to  describe  the  thing  that 
makes  it  so.  It  may  be  an  ordinary  job  of  printing  and 
still  possess  this  "something." 

And  that  very  thing  is  our  task — to  make  each  job  of 
printing  "stand  out"  in  its  particular  class.  You  will 
always  find  us  gladly  helpful  in  solving  your  printing 
problems  both  great  and  small. 


J^loyd  HoUi^er  Inc. 

PRINTERS    •    PUBLISHERS    -   ENGRAVERS 

Wilmettey  Illinois 

\\'ILMETTE  4300      GREF.NLEAF  4  JOO      UlNNETKA  5OO      SHELDRAKE   5687 


The  Publisher — the  Reader — the  Advertiser  represent 
equal   interest   in   a    publication. 


KAPPELMAN,  The  Printer 

806  P.  O.  Place   (just  south  of  post  office)  Tel.  UNI.  0733 

is    equally    interested    with    you,    gentle  reader    and 
the    publisher,   for   results. 


DO  YOU  GET  THE  POINTI 

The    more    printing   orders   the    more   we    advertise — 
YOU  should  help  the   Parrot  staff  get  more  business. 


HELP!  HELP!  When  you  place  an  order  with 
Kappelman  say  you  saw  his  "adv."  in  the  Parrot 
— it  will  help  them. 


not  going  to  get  very  far  in  life  at  this  rate.  You're 
not  playing  the  game  square.  When  you're  absent,  I 
expect  make-up  work,  not  excuses.  Is  that  clear?" 

"Pardon  me,  sir,"  I  said,  and  there  were  tears  in  my 
eyes,  "but  yesterday  was  the  first  time  I  have  been 
to  class  since  being  absent,  and  I  came  up  to  see  you 
today  to  find  what  I  could  do  to  compensate  for  my 
absence." 

"Why  didn't  you  say  so.  Waterspout?  Why  in  the 
name  of  heaven  didn't  you  say  so?" 

"I  tried  to,  but  ..." 

"This  beating  around  the  bush,"  he  muttered  to 
(Continued  on  Page  21) 
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"I  got  a  license" 


— lack-O-Ljritrrti 


"Did  I  leave  an  umbrella  here  yesterday?' 
"What  kind  of  an  umbrella?" 
"Oh.  any  kind.   I'm  not  fussy." 


-Pelican 


<»  ♦  ^ 


3.272  people  died  of  gas  last  year.  41  inhaled  it.  31 
lighted  it  by  touching  a  match  to  it.  3.200  stepped 
en  it. 

<»  ♦  «■ 

Teacher  (pointing  to  map  1  ;  Now.  when  you  stand 
facing  the  north  you  have  on  your  right  hand  the 
great  continent  of  Asia.  'What  have  you  on  your  left? 

Boy:  A  wart,  but  I  can't  help  it.  mam. 

— The  Jeffersonian 


MOVIE  TALK 
"A   new   and   Greta   Garbo  at    work.  "      Let's   give 
lier  a  hand. 

^  ♦  ^ 

Willie,  what  is  an  adult? 

An  adult  is  one  that  has  stopped   growing  except 


the  middle. 


-Grinnell  Malteaser 


♦  ♦  <?^ 


"Dear  Teacher.  "  wrote  an  indignant  mother,  "you 
must  not  whack  my  Tommy.  He  is  a  delicate  child 
and  isn't  used  to  it.  At  home  we  never  hit  him  ex- 
cept in  self-defense." 

— Survey 
^  ♦  <$> 

They   call   her  opportunity  because   she   necks   but 
once. 


OLD 
MAN 


The  recent  and  lamentable  death 
of  Miss  Texas  Guinan  has  recalled 
a  saga  of  her  tumultous  life.  With 
all  due  deference  we  feel  that  it 
would  not  be  amiss  to  repeat  one 
at  this  time.  Miss  Guinan  found  it 
almost  impossible  to  keep  appoint- 
ments on  time.  This  did  not  bother 
her  particularly  till  one  year  she  de- 
cided that  the  demand  of  her  public 
was  overwhelming,  and  that  noth- 
ing would  satisfy  them  except  a 
personal  appearance.  And  so,  off  she 
went  on  a  tour  with  her  Forty 
Beautiful  Girls  Forty.  For  the  first 
few  weeks,  the  Forty  Beautiful 
Girls  Forty  managed  between  them 
to  get  the  Tex  to  the  theatre  on 
time,  but  soon  she  got  the  faculty 
of  eluding  them,  and  many  were  the 
grey  hairs  that  stage  managers 
around  the  country  amassed  trying 
to  get  Texas  Guinan  on  the  stage 
in  time  for  the  show.  The  climax 
occurred  in  a  small  mid-wastern 
town.  Miss  Guinan  had  discovered 
one  of  the  old,  old  friends  she  had 
in  almost  every  hamlet,  and  instead 
of  going  to  the  theatre,  she  stopped 
to  drink  a  glass  of  beer  for  old 
time's  sake.  Time  slipped  by  for  a 
while,  till  the  stage  manager  realized 
that  the  main  attraction  not  only 
was  not  dressed  for  her  turn,  but 
was  not  even  in  the  building.  He 
frantically  called  every  place  in 
town  where  he  thought  she  could 
possibly  be,  and  finally,  one  minute 
before  she  was  due  on  the  stage, 
he  located  her  at  the  beer  stube. 
"Tex,  for  God's  sake,  you  go  on 
in  one  minute,"  he  pleaded.  "Tex, 
your  whole  act  is  ready  and  you're 
going  on   in   thoidy   seconds.    Tex, 
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By  Lehigh  Burr  " Burr-Lesque" 

will  you  hurry  up'  "  A  disinterested 
silence  answered  his  pleas.  "Tex. 
for  God's  sake  what's  the  matter 
with  you,  Tex,  you're  on  right 
now.  You've  been  on  for  a  minute 
already!!"  Silence  again  answered 
him,  and  then  Tex's  voice  chilled 
through  the  air.  "And  tell  me,  Sol- 
ly, am  I  getting  a  good  hand.'" 


-And    Now   Lefs    Run 


CHARIVARI 
We,  being  of  the  timid  and  retir- 
ing type,  always  have  a  certain 
amount  of  respect  for  the  tough- 
ies  who  are  able  to  answer  an  irate 
prof's  sarcasm  in  kind.  One  student 
of  this  type  came  but  recently  to 
our  attention.  The  scholar,  we  shall 
call  him  Hungerdinger,  was  seated 
in  a  small  recitation  group,  intent 
upon  a  paper  on  his  desk,  and  ap- 
parently oblivious  of  the  instruc- 
tor's efforts.  The  prof  noted  Hun- 
gerdinger's  abstraction,  and  deter- 
mined to  examine  the  cause.  He 
approached  the  desk,  and  peering 
over  the  student's  shoulder,  saw 
that  the  object  of  his  efforts  was  the 
sketching   of   a    large,    lovely,    and 
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abandoned  nude.  Unable  to  restrain 
his  righteous  indignation,  the  pro- 
fessor burst  forth  into  violent  vitup- 
eration. "Mr.  Hungerdinger,"  thun- 
dered he,  "Your  lazy,  inexcusable, 
and  pernicious  methods  of  wasting 
the  class's  time  with  lecherous  draw- 
ings is  not  only  an  insult  to  your 
own  intelligence,  but  to  myself  and 
to  the  University."  Mr.  Hunger- 
dinger said  nothing.  "Mr.  Hunger- 
dinger," vollied  the  prof,  "have  you 
nothing  to  say  for  yourself?" 
"Yeah,"  answered  the  stooge, 
"there  is  one  thing  I  would  like  to 
say.  What  the  hell  is  lecherous?" 


LAFAYETTE.  WE  ARE  HERE 
In  this  era  of  change  and  muta- 
tion it  is  refreshing  to  find  one  bul- 
wark of  conservatism  unchanged. 
We  refer  to  a  certain  Park  Avenue 
dowager  who  makes  a  procession 
down  that  street  every  afternoon  at 
four  o'clock  in  the  same  191 6  Rolls 
Royce  driven  by  the  same  chauffeur 
and  apparently  wearing  the  same 
hat.  The  hat  is  one  of  the  Queen 
Mary  type,  sitting  high  on  the  head 
and  skewered  into  place  by  an  ar- 
ray of  formidable  hat  pins.  The 
chauffeur  is  an  elderly  gent  with  a 
dislike  of  these  new  gas  buggies 
written  all  over  his  disapproving 
countenance.  Imagine  our  amaze- 
ment when  we  observed  this  equip- 
age the  other  day  with  a  bright 
American  flag  brazenly  flaunting  it- 
self from  the  irreproachable  radia- 
tor cap.  We  were  fortunate  enough 
to  sec  the  car  pause  shortly  after  and 
immediately  rushed  over  to  inquire 
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what  the  cause  of  the  display  was. 
We  finally  found  out  from  the 
chauffeur.  It  was  the  anniversary  of 
the  Battle  of  New  Orleans.  "Mad- 
ame," he  informed  us  reverently, 
"is  from  the  South." 


AMERICANA  NO.  6 

With  a  certain  amount  of  trepi- 
dation, we  print  a  very  amusing 
message.  Rumor  has  it  that  this 
note  was  left  by  a  Polish  maid  as 
a  reminder  to  her  mistress  that  it 
was  necessary  to  make  a  certain 
phone  call.  We  got  it  from  one  of 
the  West  Third  Street  houses,  and 
if  you  have  any  complaints,  we'll 
ship  it  right  back.  The  note  read : 
mzmx  kuldop  zozun  ykom  kulrop 
nemera  owlet  tzgonabe  kolrop.  The 
translation,  as  it  was  given  to  us. 
reads:  Mrs.  Max  calledup.  Sosoon 
youcome,  callherup  nomatter  how- 
late  itsgonnabe.   callerup. 


To  our  "Break  It  Gently"  de- 
partment is  forwarded  the  telegram 
which  a  middle-aged  and  very  staid 
chemistry  instructor  in  a  high 
school  sent  from  mid-ocean  to  an- 
nounce his  unpremeditated  elope- 
ment with  a  young  lady  from  upper 
Brooklyn.  He  sums  up  the  situation 
into  the  words,  "The  girl  started 
to  cry,  so  I  had  to  marry  her." 


The  Parrot  formally  announces 
its  reconciliation  with  Fascist  Italy. 
and  thereby  hangs  a  tale.  General 
Balbo,  being  enthusiastically  receiv- 
ed at  the  World's  Fair,  was  cornered 
by  a  bloodthirsty  mob  of  reporters 
and  photographers  who  immediate- 
ly started  to  go  through  the  inane 
routine  of  stock  questions  asked 
visiting  celebrities.  Deluged  by  re- 
quests, commands,  exhortations, 
and  noise,  Balbo  waited  till  quiet 
had  descended  on  the  gathering, 
then  summed  up  his  impressions  in 
one  word.  "Gentlemen."  said  Bal- 
bo, "nuts! !!" 


BENEDICTION 
During  one  of  the  hottest  days 
of  the  summer  a  friend  of  ours 
happened  to  be  strolling  down  34th 
Street  in  New  York.  Because  of  the 
heat,  he  had  taken  off  his  jacket 
and  was  carrying  his  coat  on  his 
arm.  What  with  his  tweed  trousers 
having  lost  their  press,  and  his  gen- 
erally disheveled  appearance,  he  did 
not  look  particularly  prosperous. 
Stopping  to  light  a  cigarette,  our 
friend  was  accosted  by  a  seedy  look- 
ing bum.  "Say  buddy,  I  had  this 
side  of  the  street  first.  "  Entering 
into  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  our 
friend  nodded,  and  listened  as  the 
bum  continued,  "Ya  can  have  the 
other  side  if  ya  wanna.  It  ain't  bad 
over  there."  The  panhandler  seemed 
to  be  assailed  by  a  doubt  as  he  again 
surveyed  our  friend.  "Say  buddy," 
he  said,  "ya  ain't  kiddin'  me,  are 
ya?"  Protesting  his  innocence  our 
friend  was  again  inspected. 
"Where,"  the  bum  wanted  to  know, 
"did  ya  get  them  white  shoes?" 
"Oh,  some  guy  down  the  street  here 
at  the  Princeton  Club  gave  them  to 
me."  "Hell,  "  the  bum  answered, 
"ya  don't  hafta  wear  the  damn 
things,  do  ya?" 


DIVERTISSEMENT 
We  had  felt  that  we  were  pretty 
well  experienced  along  the  lines  of 
dramatic  art  after  seeing  Mustard 
and  Cheese  do  its  bit  for  lo  these 
many  years,  but  it  remained  for 
Thanksgiving  Vacation  and  New 
York  City  to  give  us  the  finishing 
touches.  It  was  in  a  small  and  dubi- 
ous club  in  Greenwich  Village, 
about  two  in  the  morning.  We  had 
wandered  in  along  with  a  more  ex- 
perienced friend  of  ours,  to  look 
the  place  over.  An  entertainer  was 
on  the  stage  at  the  time,  engaged 
in  a  dialogue  between  Mae  West 
and  Zasu  Pitts,  which  was  very  di- 
verting indeed.  He  continued  his 
performance  with  an  impersona- 
tion of  Helen  Morgan  in  a  lighter 
moment,  which  was  still  more 
amusing.  But  our  personal  all- 
time  high  for  laughter  was  recorded 
when,  a  few  minutes  later,  he  gave 
a  perfect  pantomime  of  Queen  Vic- 
toria inspecting  the  first  flush-toilet 
What  fools  we  mortals  be. 


•       The   Burr      • 


"Poor  Hank's  nose  is 

itchy." 

—Purr--i 


v^yhesterfield 

the  cigarette  that's  MILDER  •  the  cigarette  that  TASTES  better 
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The  Rover  Boys  at  Plotzman  Hall 

or 
An  Adyenture  in  Exam  Week 

by  BURT  STANDISH  WOOD— Penn  State  Froth 


"Wake  up,  Ned,  you  jolly  'rascal,'  "  cried  Frank 
Merriwell  to  his  "roomie."  "Today's  the  day  we 
take  our  final  'exam.'  "  The  fun-loving  boys  always 
referred  to  their  examinations  as  "exams." 

The  scene  was  in  the  "dorm"  of  old  Plotzman 
Hall,  Maker  of  Men.  It  was  none  other  than  our 
old  friend,  Frank  Merriwell,  rousing  his  "chum"  from 
slumber.  The  blankets  on  the  bed  stirred,  and  the 
twinkling  eyes,  ruddy  cheeks,  flashing  teeth  and  fun- 
loving  smile  of  Ned  Playfair  appeared. 

"Oh,  it's  great  to  get  up  in  the  morning."  chirped 
fun-loving  Ned,  "but  it's  better  to  lie  in  bed."  They 
both  laughed  merrily  at  the  quip.  By  this  time  you 
have  realized  that  it  was  none  other  than  our  old 
friend,  fun-loving  Ned  Playfair.  whose  gay  pranks 
and  funny  quips  had  made  him  the  most  popular 
boy  at  old  Plotzman  Hall,  with  the  exception,  of 
course,  of  our  old  friend  Frank  Merriwell. 

Little  did  the  two  boys  reck  that  at  the  other  end 
of  the  "dorm,"  as  the  boys  had  quaintly  dubbed  the 
dormitory,  one  "Spike"  Snarlinghue  was  plotting  a 
scheme  that  would  disgrace  the  two  chums  forever. 
For  "Spike,"  the  school  bully,  had  never  forgiven 
Frank  for  giving  him  the  sound  drubbing  he  had 
deserved  for  stealing  little  "Pinky"  Pooferflatz's  new. 
red  top.  "Spike's"  two  toadying  cronies.  "Slinky" 
Slizzle  and  the  rich  but  spoiled  Reggie  Van  Silbcrblat 
watched  him  with  admiring  eyes.  For  "Spike"  was 
brazenly  smoking  a  cubcb.  and  his  two  followers  were 
of  the  ilk  that  worshipped  criminals,  though  they 
were  too  cowardly  to  do  the  crimes  themselves. 
"Spike"  outlined  his  plan,  then  said:  "When  ol' 
Prof.  Shapiro  sees  that  I  guess  Frank  Merriwell  won't 
think  he's  so  smart,  all  right,  all  right."  he  laughed 
sneeringly. 


Came  the  afternoon,  and  arm  in  arm,  the  boys  of 
old  Plotzman  Hall,  Father  of  Presidents,  marched 
mto  the  ivy-covered  walls  of  Gosenheimer  Quad, 
where  the  "exam"  was  to  be  held.  They  all  chatted 
gayly  and  many  were  the  conjectures  as  to  who  would 
get  the  highest  "mark,"  for  he  who  did  would  be 
the  proud  winner  of  the  much-coveted  blue  ribbon, 
which  he  could  wear  on  his  "dinky"  for  the  rest  of 
the  year.  Some  of  the  lads  thought  that  fun-loving 
Frank  Merriwell  would  win  it,  while  others  took  the 
bullying  "Spike"  Snarlinghue  as  their  choice,  for  he 
it  was  that  had  won  it  for  the  last  two  years,  though 
ugly  rumors  were  wont  to  say  that  he  had  come  by 
it  none  too  honestly. 

Inside  the  hall  the  boys  sat  down,  and  merry  quips 
were  forgotten  as  they  prepared  for  the  grim  and 
gruelling  contest.  Kindly  old  "Prof"  (as  the  boys 
affectionately  called  him)  Shapiro  passed  out  the 
papers.  "Remember,  boys,  it's  for  the  glory  of  old 
Plotzman  Hall,  Carver  of  Character."  and  a  tear  felJ 
from  his  kindly  old  eyes  at  the  mention  of  the  school 
"When  you're  facing  life's  battles  in  the  great  out- 
side world.  I  hope  you'll  always  adhere  to  the  codt 
of  old  Plotzman." 

The  boys,  merriment  forgotten  for  once,  were  silent 
for  a  moment.  Then  ruddy-cheeked  Ned  Playfair 
leaped  nimbly  to  the  top  of  his  desk. 

"Come  on,  you  'kids',"  he  cried.  "Let's  give  three 
rousing  cheers  and  a  tiger'  for  bully  old  'Prof. 
Shapiro!'  "  and  his  merry  eyes  twinkled  with  excite- 
ment. 

"Rah!" 
"Rah!" 
"Rah:" 
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"And  a  'tiger',"  shouted  the  boys  amid  tumultuous 
applause,  and  loud  cries  of  "Oh  you  'Prof.'  Shapiro, 
you.  We're  all  for  you,  all  right,  all  right!"  and 
"Bully  for  good  old  'Prof.'  Shapiro!" 

"Come,  come  boys,"  said  the  'Prof,'  "we  must  get 
down  to  work,"  but  his  gruff  voice  fooled  no  one. 
for  they  all  knew  that  underneath  he  loved  them  all 
like  sons.  In  fact,  there  were  tears  of  gratitude  in 
his  kindly  old  eyes  at  the  ovation  the  boys  had  given 
him. 

Then  they  all  settled  down  to  their  "exam."  A 
few  minutes  later  "Spike,"  who  had  sneakingly 
sneaked  into  the  seat  behind  Frank,  quietly  slipped  a 
little  slip  of  paper  into  our  hero's  pocket.  Frank,  in- 
tent on  the  "exam."  did  not  notice.  "Spike"  looked 
around  at  his  cronies,  the  toadying  "Slinky"  Slizzle, 
and  the  rich  but  spoiled  Reggie  Van  Slivcrblat  and 
they  all  exchanged  knowing  leers. 

When  the  "exam"  was  almost  over,  "Spike" 
Snarlinghue  suddenly  stood  up  in  his  seat. 

"  'Prof.'  Shapiro,"  he  cried,  "Frank  Merriwell  is 
cheating!" 

In  an  instant  the  room  was  in  an  uproar. 

"That's  a  pretty  serious  charge,  Snarlinghue,"  said 
the  kindly  old  master.  "Frank,  what  is  your  answer 
to  this?" 

Frank's  clear  blue  eyes  were  flashing  fire,  but  he 
held  his  handsome  head  high.      The  boys  could   see 


that  only  his  superb  self-control  kept  him  from  strik- 
ing the  bully  down. 

"It's  a  lie,  sir."  he  said  evenly,  but  his  countenance 
wore  an  expression  of  righteous  wrath  instead  of  its 
usual  fun-loving  smile. 

"He  was  using  a  'crib  sheet',  "  sneered  "Spike," 
"and  if  you'll  just  trouble  to  look  in  his  right  coat 
pocket  you'll  find  it.  Then  perhaps  you  won't  think 
he's  so  all-fired  smart."  and  he  laughed  evilly. 

"I'm  afraid  I'll  have  to  search  you,  Frank,"  asserted 
kindly  old  "Prof"  Shapiro,  "though  I  hope  I  find 
nothing.  "  He  reached  in  Frank's  pocket.  When  he 
pulled  his  hand  out  it  held  the  fateful  sheet. 

The  whole  room  was  thrown  into  an  uproar.  Frank 
Merriwell,  the  school  idol,  caught  with  a  "crib." 

"I'd  have  thought  you  would  be  the  last  one  to 
do  such  a  thing,  Frank  Merriwell."  said  kindly  old 
"Prof"  Shapiro.  "I  don't  have  to  tell  you  what  this 
means.  You  have  disgraced  old  Plotzman  Hall. 
Moulder  of  Manliness.  From  now  on  you  can  no 
longer  wear  your  buff  and  lavender,  the  colors  we 
all  love  so  well,  "P.  H." 

The  room  was  full  of  whispering  tongues,  but 
Frank  held  his  handsome  head  still  higher.  Then  he 
saw  the  expression  on  the  countenance  of  Snarlinghue 
and  guessed  who  had  perpetrated  the  outrage.  In  a 
flash  he  had  grasped  the  now-swaggering  bully,  and 
(Continued  on  Page  22) 
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ACKS     ABOUT     FAME 


By  WILDCAT  WINNIE 

— Grinntll  .\Ulu. 


If  i  shud  ever 

hav  mi  choice 

uv  whut  ide  lyke 

2  be 

i  think  ide  rather 

B  a  sapp 

than  a  celebbrity 

4  in  mi  past 

experience 

ive  made  this 

obzervation 

that  kings 

0  kweens 

dont  hav  the  funn 

but  just  the  worriation. 

Consider 

old 

george  Washington 

y  yew'U  remembur 

that 

he's  slung  with  mudd 

8  whytewashed  til 

he  dont  kno 

whair  he's  att 

oh  yeah 

fokes  hang 

hiz  pickshur  up 

y  frame  it 

with  a  reeth 

yet  peeple  haunt 

the  grate 

Wurlds  Fare 

2  stare 

at  hiz 

false  teeth. 

The  kings  uv  olde 

in  pallaccs 

wud  best  hav 

dwelt 

in  soddies 

4  oft 

there  roial  hedds 

wur  chopt 

frum  off 


there 

roial  boddies 

the  same  thing 

goes 

4  Bone  Apart 

in  spite  uv  loftie 

station 

if  he  hadd  bin 

less  grate 

he  mite 

hav  staid  in 

sirculation. 

Uneezy  lies 

the  hedd  that 

wares 

a  prezzidenshal 

hatt 

he  getts  hiz 

postage 

free  S  yett 

whut  urthlie  good 

iz  that? 

he  kant  go 

fishing 

bi  hizself 

he  kant  ware 

purple  undies 

he  cant  sit 

home 

&(  reed  the  news 

in  stockin  feet 

on  Sundays 

he's  skared  2  deth 

bi  radikals 

8  borred  2  deth 

bi  hi-brows 

«  if  hiz 

childrun 

gctt  divorsed 

the  old  hcnns 

raise 

there  eye-browse. 

The  modern  wurld 


haz  menny 

ways 

uv  sho-ing 

admirration 

thay  rite  yur 

luv-Iyfe 

in  a  book 

y  sho  it 

to  the  nation 

K  if  they  fail 

2  putt  yur 

name 

uppon  a  candy  barr 

yur  shure  2  find  itt 

sumplace  else 

on  sumwun's  cheep 

segar. 

Thay  dogg  yur 

footstepps 

nite  y  daye 

a  stare  ^  buzz 

8  laff 

az  if  yew  wur 

sum  kuryuss  site— - 

an  ape 

or  a  jiraff 

thay  kidnapp 

awl 

yur  favrit  kidds 

8  then 

in  case  yew  mind 

thay  take  pott-shott 

abowt  the  spott 

that  yew  just 

left  behind. 

4  wen 

the  rackett 

dies  away 

lyke  so  mutch 

buzz  uv  bcez 

yur  lyke  az  nott 

2  find  yurself 

endorsing 

b.  V.  deez. 
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WHAT'S  THE  USE? 

Sometimes,  old  pal,  in  the  morning,  when  the  dawn 

is  cold  and  gray. 
And  I  lay  in  the  perfumed  feathers,  thinking  thoughts 

I  dare  not  say, 
I  think  of  the  stunts  of  the  night  before  and  smile  a 

feeble  smile. 

And   say   to   myself   for   the   hundredth   time,    "Is   it 
really  worth  the  while?" 

Then  I  pick  up  the  morning  paper  and  see  where  some 
saintly  man. 

Who  never  was  soused  in  all  his  life  and  who  never 
said  "hell"  or  "damn," 

Who   never   stayed   out   to   the    wee   small    hours,    or 
jollied  a  gay  soubrette. 

But  preached  on  the  evils  of  drinking — the  cards — ■ 
and  the  cigarette. 

"Cut  off  in  the  prime  of  a  useful  life,"  the  headlines 
glibly  say, 

Or   "Snatched   by  the  Grim  Reaper,"   he  has  crossed 
the  great  highway. 

They  bury  him  deep  while  a  few  friends  weep  and 
the  world  moves  on  with  a  sigh. 

And  the  saintly  man  is  forgotten  soon  even  as  you 
and  I. 


Then  I  say  to  myself:    "Well  Bill,  old  scout,   when 

you  are  called  to  take  the  jump, 
When  you  reach   the  place  where   the  best  and   tha 

worst,  must  bump  the  eternal  bump, 
You  can  smile  to  yourself  and  chuckle,   though  the 

path  be  exceedingly  hot 
When  you  were  on  earth  you  were  going  some,  now 

is  that  an  unholy  thought?" 

Then   I   arise   and    attach   a   cracked    ice-band   to   the 

crown  of  my  battered  hat. 
And  saunter  forth  for  a  cold  gin-fizz,   she's  a   good 

old  world  at  that. 
And   I   go  on   my   way   rejoicing,    what's   the   use   to 

complain  or  sigh? 
Go  the  route,  old  scout,  and  be  merry,  for  tomorrow 

you  may  die. 

— Exchange 
^  ♦  «> 

"And  what  did  the  Dean  of  the  University  of 
Tokio  tell  you?" 

"He  said  to  make  myself  useful  as  well  as  Ori- 
ental." 

— Syracuse  Orange  Peel. 

A  bishop  had  been  speaking  with  some  strong  feel- 
ing about  the  use  of  cosmetics  by  girls.  He  said:  "The 
more  experience  I  have  with  lipstick,  the  more  dis- 
tasteful I  find  it." 

— Exchange 


^Elo  K/^t^ 


"And  don't  forget,  Merton,  white  tie 
— at  dinner  tonight." 


j\IOlK  iriHW:E,f  T:E!QI\  ptlDPIir  l^'^AgRC'l 
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NOVEL  BIRTH 
ANNOUNCEMENT 

Being  an  advertising  man  Charlie 
Hatch,  of  Portsmouth,  Ohio, 
couldn't  resist  telling  the  world 
about  the  fine  son  Mrs.  Hatch  pre- 
sented to  him  recently.  Loyal  to  his 
"profession"  he  went  to  a  job  shop 
and  had  the  following  ad  printed 
for  the  announcement  of  the  blessed 
event: 

The  1934  Free  Wheeling 
HATCH  DE  LUXE. 

MAKE — Boy.  When  better  ba- 
bies are  built,  we  will  be  too  old  to 
care. 

FIRST  APPEARANCE  —  Feb- 
ruary 26th.   12:25  p.  m. 

WEIGHT— yj-i  pounds. 

WHEELBASE — 20  inches.  Easy 
to  handle,  easy  to  park. 
<$>  ♦  <S> 

Prof — "I    want    a    little    at- 
tention." 

Voice    from    rear  —  "You're 
getting  as  little  as  possible." 
— Medley 

<$>♦<*• 

He — "Let's   get    married." 

She — "All  right." 

(  A  long  awkward  silence. ) 

She — -"Why  don't    you    say 
something?" 

He — "I've  said  too  much  al- 
ready." 

— Widow 


"I  see  dark  spots  in  front  of 
my  eyes,"  remarked  the  motor- 
ist. 

"Goody!"  exclaims  the  girl 
friend.  "Let's  park  on  one  of 
them." 

— Skipper 
<«>♦<«> 

First  Burglar:  "Where've  you 
been?" 

Second  Ditto:  "Robbing  one 
of  the  fraternity  houses." 

First  B:  "Lose  anything?" 
— Widow 


LIGHTING  —  Bright  blue 
lamps,  automatic  dimmers. 

HORN — High  frequency  vibra- 
tor type — loudest  when  fuel  tank  is 
empty.  ( Ask  the  man  who  owns 
one!) 

TIRES — Yes.  but  never  at  night. 

FUEL  —  Gravity  feed,  4-oz. 
tank.  More  smiles  per  gallon. 

ENGINE — 2  cylinder  WOW. 

BODY  —  Well  insulated,  no 
squeaks,  but  plenty  of  squawks  and 
rattles.  No  draft  ventilation. 

COLOR — Customary  pink. 

SPECIAL  EQUIPMENT  — 
Powder  puff,  gross  safety  pins,  re- 
movable scat  covers. 

PRICE  F.  O.  B.— Well,  why 
bring  that  up? 

— Exchange 


"Darn  it,  I  -forgot  those  gates 
again." 

~-Wido;i 


I  think  that  I  shall  never  see 

A  "D"  as  lovely  as  a  "B" — 
A    "B"    whose    rounded    form    is 
pressed 
Upon  the  records  of  the  blessed. 
A   "D"   comes  easily — and  yet, 

It  isn't  easy  to  forget: 
"D's"  are  made  by  fools  like  me. 
But  only  God  could  make  a  "B." 
— Gander 
^  ♦  <» 

PROGRESS  OF  CIVILIZATION 
19  30 — "I  Found  a  Million  Dollar 

Baby." 
1931 — 'I  Got  Five  Dollars." 
1932 — "Here    it    is    Monday    and 

I've  Still  Got  a  Dollar." 
1933 — "Brother.    Can    You    Spare 

a  Dime?" 
1934 — ?  ?  ?  ? 

— CoUeqe  Humor 
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DEFECTIVE  STORY 

I  first  noticed  the  body  when  I 
stepped  into  the  room  and  found 
blood  up  to  my  knees.  It  was 
then  that  I  suspected  that  some- 
thing was  amiss.  The  rug  was  a 
mess,  in  fact  the  whole  hall  was  a 
mess — sort  of  a  mess  hall.  So  I 
said,  "this  is  a  hall  of  a  mess." 
As  I  looked  further  into  the  room 
I  discovered  the  body;  it  was  heav- 
enly; a  heavenly  body,  which  makes 
this  a  tour-star  story.  (^Court- 
esy  Liberty  magazine,  Dec.  1702.J 
There  were  three  or  four  knives 
protruding  from  various  parts  of 
the  body  and  the  man   (fooled  you 

it  isn't  a  story  about  Mae  West 

after  all.)  Go  West,  young  man, 
go  West,  or  as  the  tailor  said,  "Go 
Vest — which  falls  short  of  being 
humorous — the  pun,  not  the  vest, 
which  as  Shakespeare  said,  "Is  the 
trouble  with  the  N.R.A."  .  .  . 

As  I  noticed  several  bullet  holes 
in  the  torso  of  the  victim  I  decided 
that  he  must  be  feeling  very  badly 


indeed.  His  chest  was  bare,  but 
being  a  modest  youth  (youth's  last 
stand  or  still  better — youth's  last 
— but  this  gag  would  be  censored 
anyway,  so  just  skip  it) ,  he  glared 
at  me  and  drew  his  coat  together.  I 
was  perturbed  (whatever  that 
means — is  my  thesaurus  red!  I  get 
these  big  words  out  of  Listerine 
ads) . 

Aw.  to  hell  with  this  murder: 
I'm  not  getting  anywhere  —  and 
the  train  tickets  cost  too  much  and 
the  seats  are  too  hard  —  which, 
after  all,  is  the  seat  of  my  troubles. 
Shakespeare  and  I  haven't  written 
many  good   novels  lately   anyhow. 

— E.  R. 


I  wish  I  were  a  little  egg 

Away  up  in  a  tree; 
A-sitting  in  my  little  nest 

As  bad  as  I  could  be. 
I  wish  that  you  would  come  along 

And  stand  beneath  that  tree; 
Then  I  would  up  and  burst  myself. 

And  spatter  thee  with  mc! 

— Gander 


Guide:  "On  our  right  we  have 
the  palatial  home  of  Mr.  Gould." 

Old  Lady;   "John  Jay  Gould?" 

Guide;  "No  Arthur  Gould.  And 
on  the  left  is  the  residence  of  Mr. 
Vanderbilt." 

Old  Lady;  "Cornelius  'Vander- 
bilt?" 

Guide:  "No,  Reginald  Vander- 
bilt. And  in  front  is  the  First 
Church  of  Christ.  (To  Old  Lady)  : 
"Now's  your  chance." 

• — Log 

<$>♦<» 

Little  Fishie  in  the  brook, 

Papa  catch  him  on  his  hook. 

Mama  fry  him  in  the  pan. 

Baby  eat  him  like  a  man. 

Hey,   hey — who  cares, 

Burma  shave! 

—Dodo 
♦  ♦  <$> 

Diner;  "Waiter,  there  is  a  but- 
ton in  my  soup." 

Waiter  (ex  -  printer)  ;  "Typo- 
graphical error,  sir.  it  should  be 
mutton." 

— Exchange 
^  ♦  ^ 

ROMANCE  AND  ZOOLOGY 
Her  eyes  are  not  organs  of  seeing; 
They  are  pools  of  uncloying  delight. 
Clear  sapphires,  pervading  my  being 
With  a  glow  always  lambent  and 
bright. 

Her  face,   no  symmetrical  grouping 
'^'^  Of  features  In  pleasing  array, 

ij^y       But  a  sunflower,  golden,  undroop- 
ing, 

Outglcaming  the  brilliance  of  day. 

Her  skin  no  mere  practical  cover 
For  the  flesh  and  the  bones  under- 
neath 
But  the  dream  of  an  unlucky  lover, 
To  God's  purest  flower  the  sheath. 

Herself — sure  no  motley  collection 
Of  chromosomes,  acids  and  glands. 
But  a  work  of  angelic  perfection, 
Moulded  by  God's  artist  hands. 
• — Wampus 


" — And  tha-f,  my  friends,  was  the  late 
President  of  Mexico." 
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Dec.  22.  Dear  Diary:  Feel  swell. 
Just  sent  away  to  International 
School  of  Music  for  cornet  and 
complete  instructions  on  ten  days 
trial.  Always  wanted  to  be  a  mu- 
sician. Can  hardly  wait  until  stuff 
arrives. 

Dec.  23.  Dear  Diary:  Sat  up  all 
night  waiting  for  instrument,  but 
it  didn't  arrive.  Think  I'll  send 
telegram  asking   what's  wrong. 

Dec.  24.  D.  D. :  Awakened  by 
great  noise  in  hall  early  this  morn- 
ing. Three  postman  arrived  with 
instrument.  It  is  simply  mammoth! 
Couldn't  get  it  through  door  so  had 
to  take  door  off  hinges.  Instrument 
fell  on  one  of  postman  making 
nasty  gash  in  his  head.  Janitor 
arrived  on  scene  and  threatened  to 
call  police.  Postage  charges  came 
to  $14.95.  Never  realized  cornet 
was  so  large. 

Dec.  25.  D.  D. :  There's  been  an 
awful  mistake.  Found  I  checked 
wrong  instrument.  They  sent  me 
a  Sousaphone.  It  is  tremendous. 
Had  to  move  piano  out  in  hall  to 
make  room  for  it.  Can't  start  prac- 
ticing because  instructions  haven't 
arrived  yet.  Trying  to  figure  out 
which  end  you  blow  in.  Fellow 
next  door  says  you  put  your  head 
in  the  bell  and  shout.   Will  try  it. 

Dec.  26.  D.  D. :  Terrible  acci- 
dent. Fellow  next  door  tried  to  play 
it  and  got  his  head  caught.  Called 
doctor,  but  couldn't  do  anything 
so  have  called  plumber.  Have  been 
feeding  him  soup  through  garden 
hose.  Soup  was  too  hot  and  fellow 
screamed,  sounding  A  flat.  It  has 
a  nice  tone. 

Dec.  27.  D.  D. :  Instructions  ar- 
rived today.  Found  out  you  blow 
through  small  end.  Music  is  very 
peculiar  looking.  It  all  seems  to 
be  the  same  note.  In  several  places 
it  says  "Cymbal  crash."  Cannot 
understand  it. 


by  OTTO  JANSSEN— Sun  Dial 


Dec.  28.  D.  D. :  Music  is  very 
monotonous.  Started  practicing  at 
seven  this  morning  and  have  been 
playing  same  note  for  three  hours. 
There  must  be  something  wrong. 
Think  I  will  call  musician  to  find 
out  the  trouble. 

Dec.  29.  D.  D. :  Musician  arrived 
today  and  says  they  sent  me  drum 
music  by  mistake.  All  that  prac- 
ticing for  nothing.  Will  have  to 
buy  some  sousaphone  music. 

Dec.  30.  D.  D. :  Delegation  of 
people  from  apartment  called  upon 
me  this  morning  and  demanded 
that  I  stop  practicing  after  11:30 
p.  m.  It  is  an  outrage.  Three  fam- 
ilies arc  moving  out  tomorrow. 


Dec.  31.  D.  D. :  Received  black- 
hand  letter  in  mail  this  morning, 
and  phone  call  from  landlord.  They 
can't  intimidate  me,  though. 
Bought  "Stars  and  Stripes  For- 
ever." Know  first  two  measures 
all  ready. 

Jan.  I.  D.  D. :  Had  a  little 
trouble  today.  Dog  crawled  in  bell, 
and  we  had  to  shoot  him,  making 
large  hole  in  side  of  instrument  and 
causing  continual  whistle  while 
I'm   playing.    It   is   very   annoying. 

Jan.  2.  D.  D. :  Everything's  all 
right  again.  Plugged  up  hole  with 
soap. 


Jan.  3.  D.  D. :  Boss  called  up  to- 
day and  asked  me  where  I've  been. 
Told  him  I  am  resigning  for  musi- 
cal career.  Know  four  measures  of 
"Stars  and  Stripes  "  now.  Wife 
has  gone  home  to  mother.  I  won- 
der where  Junior  has  been  the  last 
week? 

Jan.  4.  D.  D. :  Another  unfor- 
tunate incident  today.  Blew  gas 
out  while  practicing  "Stars  and 
Stripes"  and  was  almost  asphix- 
iated. 

Jan.  5.  D.D. :  Feel  terrible.  Small 
boy  downstairs  reported  kidnaped. 
Think  I  will  stop  practicing  at 
noon  out  of  respect. 

Jan.  6.  D.  D. :  Child  still  miss- 
ing but  I  must  go  on.  Instrument  is 
becoming  difficult  to  blow.  Several 
of  my  front  teeth  have  worked 
loose.  Four  more  families  are  mov- 
ing out  and  the  noise  is  terrific. 
Think  I  will  complain  to  police. 

Jan.  7.  D.  D. :  Discovered  miss- 
ing child  in  bell  this  morning.  Gave 
him  sound  spanking  and  sent  him 
home. 

Jan.  8.  D.  D. :  Apartment  is  al- 
most empty.  Now  I  will  be  able 
to  practice  in  peace.  Started  on  "It 
Came  Upon  a  Midnight  Clear"  to- 
day. Four  more  threatening  letters 
in  mail  this  morning,  one  from 
newly  organized  "Citizens'  Defense 
League."  Have  decided  to  burn  all 
mail  unopened. 

Jan.  9.  D.  D. :  Last  family 
moved  out  today,  with  exception 
of  family  of  deaf  mutes  on  16th 
floor.  Instrument  has  peculiar 
odor  to  it.  Can't  figure  it  out.  Be- 
lieve I   will   investigate. 

Jan.  10.  D.  D. :  Met  child,  who 
was  hiding  in  instrument,  on  street 
today,  and  gave  him  another  sound 
spanking. 

Jan.  II.  D.  D. :  Received  threat- 
ening     letter      from      International 

(Continued  on  Page  24) 
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by  Genevieve 


Nothing  is  quite  as  satisfying  as  a 
luxurious  necessity,  and  that's  just  what 
knitted  frocks  are  to  Chicagoans,  from 
'long  about  Easter  to  far  into  the  sum- 
mer. And  the  exciting  thing  about 
them  this  season  is  their  variety  of 
colors — that  is,  unless  you're  like  us, 
and  have  eyes  for  nothing  but  these 
new  shades  of  dusty  peach  and  aqua- 
marine blue.  Wear  them  with  brown 
or  black  accessories,  and  change  to 
white  on  the  first  hot  day. 


Bernie  Photu 


Bernie  Photo 


We  didn't  look  farther  for  spring 
dance  frocks  when  we  saw  the  collec- 
tion at  the  HUB  WOMEN'S  AND 
MISSES'  SHOP  In  Evanston.  For  ex- 
ample, Virginia  Rice  is  modeling  an 
evening  gown  of  misty  brown  net  with 
gardenias  that  follow  the  backline  but 
stop  at  the  shoulders  to  allow  for  a 
new  low  neckline  in  front.  And  could 
anything    be    more   flattering? 


Of  course,  anyone  in  school  needs 
a  swagger  suit,  but  have  you  noticed 
the  dressier  styles  in  plain,  dark  colors? 
Some  of  the  three-quarter  length  coats 
are  belted  in,  others  are  fitted,  and 
flare  slightly  at  the  hem.  If  you've  an 
imagination,  you  can  build  an  entire 
wardrobe  around  just  such  a  suit. 
Wear  sweaters  with  the  skirt,  and  try 
the  coat  over  a  print  for  a  redlngote. 


Bernie  Photo 


They're  called  Marinette  Sunday 
Evening  Knits,  but  we  can  think  of  lots 
of  other  times  to  wear  these  smart 
new  boucle  dresses  that  we  found 
in  the  EVANSTON  SPORTSWEAR 
SHOP.  Julie  Tanner  liked  a  two-piece 
number  in  aquamarine  blue,  and  that 
was  just  one  of  the  many  things  that 
will  add  a  splash  of  spring  to  your 
wardrobe. 


It's  fun  to  think  about  spring  dance 
frocks  because  there's  one  to  suit  your 
every  mood.  If  you're  demure,  you'll 
notice  the  dainty  flower  prints  on 
satin.  If  you're  daring,  you'll  like  a 
bold  print  in  crepe.  If  you  want  to  be 
a  breath  of  spring  yourself,  you'll  blos- 
som out  in  a  sheer  pastel.  And  then, 
there's  our  own  private  opinion  that 
something  very  dark  in  something  very 
sheer  is  bound  to  be  glamorous! 


If  you're  interested  in  spring  suits 
(and  who  isn't?)  you'll  be  Interested 
in  THE  CO-ED,  for  that's  where  we 
found  the  swagger  suit  Shirley  Rich- 
ardson is  modeling.  They  have  them 
in  all  types  and  styles,  but  this  one  is 
a  soft  green  in  a  basket  weave.  The 
high,  rolling  collar  and  full  sleeves 
are  details  that  you'll  like,  just  to  be 
different. 
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MY  LAUNDRY- 

.-Frnlh 

Things  have  come  to  a  head.  I  believe.  At  least 
I  for  one  can  stand  it  no  longer.  Irritable  situations 
gradually  gain  importance  until  they  reach  a  point 
where  they  are  well  nigh  unbearable.  This  is  what 
I   mean. 

I  am  only  an  average,  decent  young  fellow  trying 
to  make  his  way  in  an  oft  confusing  world.  To  get 
directly  to  the  point  at  which  I  am  driving,  this  is 
my  specific  complaint. 

Four  weeks  ago  I  sent  my  soiled  clothing  to  the 
laundry.  Two  weeks  ago  I  received  a  package  with 
my  name  on  it  which  purported  to  be  the  clothing 
which  I  had  sent  to  the  laundry.  It  was  all  there 
except  for  eight  shirts,  twelve  collars,  and  seven  suits 
of  underwear.      These  are  the   facts. 

Now  I  am  not  an  unreasonable  fellow.  After 
counting  the  clothing  I  said  to  myself:  "This  cannot 
be  an  intentional  misdemeanor.  It  is  probably  merely 
a  mistake  on  the  part  of  some  subordinate  employee." 
This  satisfied  me.  so  I  sat  down  and  wrote  a  letter 
to  the  laundry  company,  as  follows: 
Gentlemen: 

Two  weeks  ago  I  intrusted  to  your  care  a  certain 


batch  of  soiled  clothing.  Included  in  this  batch  were 
twelve  shirts,  eighteen  collars,  and  eleven  suits  of 
underwear.  Today  I  received  a  package  from  you. 
Now  I  do  not  say  that  some  of  my  clothing  was  not 
there.  On  the  contrary,  some  of  it  was  there.  But 
■ — gentlemen,  eight  shirts,  twelve  collars,  and  seven 
underwears  are  missing.  This  is  probably  due  to 
some  oversight  on  the  part  of  some  subordinate  em- 
ployee.     Will   you   kindly  rectify   this   matter? 

Yours  truly, 

Herman  P.   Tronk. 

That  was  all. 

Two  days  later  I  received  the  following  letter: 

Dear  Sir: 

In  reply  to  your  letter  of  the  1-2-34  which  is  on 
file  in  Folio  X2397806,  pt,  47,  wish  to  say  that  your 
complaint  is  being  taken  up  with  Complaint  dept.  563. 
The  investigating  operative  is  Z4762970.  a  member 
of  the  27th  squad.  Your  batch  of  clothing.  No. 
976854320^4,  is  being  traced  and  we  will  probably 
be  able  to  report  to  you  on  1-6-34. 

Yours  truly. 
Investigator  BT   567. 

I  was  satisfied,  although  a  trifle  confused    (  and  not 

{Continued  on  Page   21) 
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TOU/t  ,a/DidUtiatt^HClf  IQ34  WrlO</eZi  Chrysler  Airflow  Eight  ...  122  horsepower  and  123-ilich  wheelbasc.  Six-pass.  Sedan.  Brousbam 
and  Town  Sedan,  five  p.iss.  Cuiipe.  All  body  types.  S1245.  Chrysler  Airflow  Imperial  ...  no  horsepower  .  .  .  12S-incb  wbeelbase.  Six-pass.  Sedan  and 
Town  Sedan,  five-pass.  Coupe.  All  body  types.  8^1495.  Airflow  CuStOHl  Imperial  ...  150  horsepower  .  .  .  146-inch  wbeelbase.  Individualized  body  types, 
prices  on  request.  1934  Chrysler  Six  .  .  .  With  independently  sprung  front  ivheels  ...  for  a  levelized.  cushioned  ride  ...  91  horsepower.  7  body  types 
on  117-incb  and  121-inch  wbeelbase.    Priced  from  S725  up.    Four-door  Sedan.  $795,    jilt  Prices  F.  0.  B.  Factort.  Detroit.   *Natne  Copyrighted  19H — Chrysler  Corporation. 
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— "Shhh — She's  asleep." 


-B.yred  Walk 


Goliath:  "Why  don't  you  stand  up  like  a  man 
and  fight  me?" 

David:   "Wait  till  I  get  a  little  bowlder." 

DUDES  DICTIONARY 
Broncs — A  section  of  New  York  City. 
Cattle — A  pot  used  for  cooking. 
Colt — What  you  catch  from  sitting  in  a  draft. 
Corral — A  sort  of  shell. 
Cowboy — A  bull. 
Heifer — A  gentle  breeze. 
Lariat — A  kind  of  card  game. 
Mare — The  head  of  a  town. 
Ox — To  question. 
Ranch — A  sort  of  tool. 

Rodeo — Used  for  listening  to  broadcasting  stations. 
Sombrero — A  half-breed  Mexican. 

— Exchange 
^  ♦  <» 

LAST  WORDS  OF  FAMOUS  MEN 
Nathan  Hale:   "I  regret  that  I  have  but  one  life  to 
give  for  my  country." 

Noah  Webster:  "Zymoter,  zymurzy,  zytherm." 

— Exchange 
^  ♦  «■ 

A  wealthy  society  lady  had  just  engaged  a  ncu- 
maid  and  was  instructing  her.  "At  dinner,  Mary," 
she  said,  "you  must  remember  always  to  serve  from 
the  left  and  take  the  plates  from  the  right.  Is  that 
clear?" 

"Yes.  ma'am."  answered  the  girl  condescendingly. 
"What's  the  matter,  superstitious  or  something?" 

— Morning  Telegraph 


A  city  boy  was  visiting  his  country  cousin. 

"What  do  you  know  about  cows?"  quizzed  the 
country  lad.  "You  don't  even  know  if  that's  a  Jersey 
cow." 

"I  don't  know  from  here,  'cause  I  can't  see  its 
license."  — Exchange 

^/  ♦  <«> 

"Do  you  like  Chopin?" 

"No,  I  get  tired  walking  from  store  to  store." 

"To  hell  with  Annie." 
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MY  LAUNDRY 

(Continued  from  Page  i8) 
a    little    proud)    that    my    letter    was    receiving    such 
immediate  and  direct  attention. 

Two  days  later  I  received  the  following  letter: 
Dear  Sir: 

The  first  preliminary  report  from  Operative 
Z4762970  working  on  your  case,  shows  that  at  least 
two  of  your  collars  have  been  traced  to  Ironing  Room 
K675.  Laundress  7039  is  being  questioned  and  we 
will  no  doubt  be  able  to  give  you  definite  news  on 
I -10-34.  Address  replies  to  Dept.  563,  P.  O.  Box 
No.    63290. 

Yours  truly, 

Invest.  BT  567. 
I   was   be?^gin3ing   to   geoet   4   a   litt%le   worrieoed 
abou$t  my  stuff      oe3      ?i? .  . 

Two  days  later: 
Dear  Sir: 

Operative  X476290  has  traced  Undrwr.  No. 
622096I2    to  rm.   0072.     Expect  news   1-12-34. 

yrs.  trly. 

74680. 
Alaoes   my   shir%t"s   and   colloearCis   .    .    o"h   .    .    . 
o^'/'ch .  .   ystrdy: 
Dear  Sir: 

No.  k74503  8^4   located! 

yrs.  trly. 

Opr.  6473636. 
i  haoevSe  sa    (*%id  gdby.   to  my  stt^2"$u*$ff  .   . 
boeu%"t  is  i(oe$t  jstce   .    .    ?ce$)8'    (!*")     ((54.jst. 
j  .  .  s$%3  Vz  67  .  .  .  «6.nOX  [  I  X 

•    • 

COME  AND  SEE  ME— 

(Continued  from  Page  5) 
himself,  opening  his  rollbook.  "Why  you  young 
people  can't  come  to  the  point  instead  of  talk- 
ing all  around  it  I  can't  see  for  the  life  of  me."  Sud- 
denly he  banged  the  desk  with  his  fist,  causing  his 
plant  to  jump  a  good  four  inches  in  the  air.  "By 
heavens!"  he  shouted,  "your  name  isn't  even  on  the 
roll,  Waterskite." 

"Waterman,  sir." 

"Waterman?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"You  muffle  your  vowels.  It  sounded  like  Wither- 
skite  to  me.  Here  it  is — John  Waterman:  now  let's 
see."  He  scrutinized  the  page  and  then  turned  to  me, 
his  face  a  mixture  of  surprise  and  embarrassment.  "I 
haven't  got  you  marked  absent  at  all,"  he  said. 

"There  must  be  some  mistake,  professor,  I  .  .  .  " 

His  eyes  narrowed  accusingly,  "You  must  have 
hired  someone  to  sit  in  your  seat,"  he  snapped. 

"No,  sir,  really,  no,"  I  stammered.  "I  wouldn't 
do  a  thing  like  that." 

"Then  you  were  there,"  he  declared  simply,  snap- 
(Continued  on  Page  2_j) 
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TO  US 

STEADY 

SMOKERS 


IS  THE 
IMPORTANT  THING 


it 


"TTTHEN  a  man  smokes  a  pipe  as  steady  as  I  do,  mild- 
VV  ness  alone  isn't  enough  in  a  pipe  tobacco.  FLA- 
VOR'S the  important  thing.  That's  why  I  smoke 
Edgeworth.  It's  mild— sure.  But  it's  got  a  rich,  full- 
bodied  flavor,  too."  Right  you  are!  Edgeworth  is  made 
from  only  the  tenderest  leaves  of  the  burleij  plant.  The 
unique  blend  and  treatment  of  these  leaves  that  is 
Edgeworth,  is  the  result  of  more  than  half  a  century  of 
experience.  It  "tastes  good"  with  every  pipeful— and 
you  never  tire  of  it. 

Write  for  FREE  Booklet  on  the  Care  of  Your  Pipe 

To  get  the  real  satisfaction  of 
pipe  smoking,  send  for  a  free  copy 
of  "The  Truth  About  Pipes."  It 
contains  much  practical  and  use- 
ful information  for  pipe  smokers. 
Larus  &  Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va., 
Tobacconists  since  1877. 

f  Y  f 

Ask  for  Edgeworth  Ready-Rubbed  or 
Edgeworth  ijl  Slice  form.  Sold  everywhere. 
All  sizes,  15i  pocket  package  to  pound  hu- 
midor tin.  Also  sizes  iv  vacuum  packed  tin  i^. 


OGEWORTH 


MADE  FROM  THE 


diiiO^ 


THAT  GROWS 
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RAY 

Photographs 

Combine  the  ability  of  years 
of  study — They  win  the  ad- 
miration of  all  who  receive 
them. 


Eugene  L.  Ray 

OFFICIAL  PHOTOGRAPHER 

for 
NORTHWESTERN    UNIVERSITY 

Studio:  1606  Chicago  Ave.  Evanston 


"Rover  Boys  at  Plotzman  Hall" 

{Continued  from  Page  i  i  ) 
saw  that  one  "Spike"  Snarlinghuc  had  green  ink  on  his 
soiled  fingers. 

"I  think  you'll  find  the  crib'  is  maoe  out  in  green 
ink  and  that  one  'Spike'  Snarlinghue  has  green  ink.  a 
shade  I  never  use.  on  his  fingers."  asserted  Frank 
evenly.  The  boys  saw  that  it  was  so.  and  glared 
accusingly  at  "Spike."  who  had  tried  to  sneak  away 
unobtrusively  when  he  saw  the  game  was  up.  "Fur- 
thermore," continued  Frank,  "there  are  several  mis- 
takes on  this  sheet,  and  I  think  'Prof  Shapiro  will 
testify  that  my  'exam'  is  correct.  If  certain  people 
would  bring  their  books  to  the  exam'  instead  of 
cheating  with  'crib'  sheets,  they'd  be  better  off  1  "  Then 
the  boys  all  gasped  in  amazement,  for  Frank  had 
reached  in  the  bully's  pocket  an  dpulled  out  another 
"crib"  sheet.  So  it  was  "Spike"  Snarlinghuc  who 
had  been  cheating,  after  all  I 

Then  fun-loving  Ned  Playfair  leaped  nimbly  to  the 
top  of  his  desk. 

"Let's  give  three  cheers  and  a  tiger'  for  Frank 
Merriwcll.  for  he  has  exposed  a  bully  and  saved  the 
honor  of  ol'  Plotzman  Hall.  "  cried  Ned.  his  eyes 
twinkling  with  excitement. 

"And  he  has  also  won  the  much-coveted  blue  rib- 
bon," added  kindly  old  "Prof"  Shapiro,  his  kindly 
old  face  wreathed  in  a  happy  smile. 


"Rahl" 

"Rah!" 

"Rah!" 

"And  a  'tiger'!"  shouted  the  boys,  as  they  marched 
gayly    out    of    time-honored    Goosenheimer    carrying 
Frank  Merriwell  on  their  shoulders. 
THE  END 


TWELVE  LIL  BOTTLES 

I  had  twelve  bottles  of  whiskey  in  my  cellar  and 
my  wife  made  me  empty  the  contents  of  each  and 
every  bottle  down  the  sink,  so  I  proceeded  to  do  as 
my  wife  desired  and  withdrew  the  cork  from  the  first 
bottle,  poured  the  contents  down  the  sink  with  the 
exception  of  one  glass,  which  I  drank. 

I  then  withdrew  the  cork  from  the  second  bottle 
and  did  likewise,  with  the  exception  of  one  glass, 
which  I  drank. 

I  extracted  the  cork  from  the  third  bottle,  emptied 
the  good  old  booze  down  the  bottle,  except  a  glass, 
which  I  drank. 

I  pulled  the  cork  from  the  fourth  sink  and  poured 
the  bottle  down  the  glass  when  I  drank  some. 

I  pulled  the  bottle  from  the  cork  of  the  next  and 
drank  one  sink  out  of  it  and  then  threw  the  rest  down 
the  bottle. 

I  pulled  the  sink  out  of  the  next  cork  and  poured 
the  bottle  down  the  sink,  all  but  one  sink  which  I 
drank. 

I  pulled  the  cork  from  my  throat  and  poured  the 
sink  down  the  bottle  and  drank  the  cork. 

Well.  I  had  them  all  empty  and  steadied  the  house 
with  one  hand  and  counted  the  bottles,  which  were 
twenty-four,  so  counted  them  again  and  I  had  sev- 
enty-four and  as  the  houses  came  around  I  counted 
them  and  finally  I  had  all  the  houses  and  bottles  count- 
ed and  I  proceeded  to  wash  the  bottles,  but  I  couldn't 
get  the  brush  in  the  bottles,  so  I  turned  them  inside 
out  and  washed  and  wiped  them  all.  and  went  up- 
stairs and  told  my  other  half  what  I  did.  and  oh 
boy!  Eve  got  the  wifest  HI'  nice  in  the  world. 

— Stanford  Chaparal 


WHAT'S  THE  USE.' 

What's  the  use  of  liv'in.' 

You'll  die— 

What's  the  use  of  lov'in? 

You'll  cry— 

What's  the  use  of  kissin'.' 

He'll  tell— 

What's   the   use   of  anything? 

Aw  Hell! 

— Joan  Imig 
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WHEN  IT  RAINS 

First  Salesman — You're  a  salesman,  too'  What  do 
you  sell? 


Second  salesman — Salt. 

First  Salesman — I'm  a  salt  seller,  too. 

Second  Salesman — Shake.  — 


-Sour  Owl 


COME  AND  SEE  ME 

(Continued  from  Page  21) 
ping  the  book  shut  and  dropping  it  into  the  drawer 
as  if  to  indicate  that  the  episode  was  definitely  closed. 
"I  never  make  mistakes,  young  man." 

"Perhaps  you're  right,  professor,"  I  said.  (I  don't 
care  much  for  make-up  work  as  a  general  rule. )  "May- 
be I  had  your  class  mixed  up  with  zoology," 

"Very  likely,"  he  said,  smiling  indulgently,  "for 
students  are  so  likely  to  become  absent-minded  and 
confused.  You  young  people  are  so  scatter-brained,  so 
thoughtless;  I  don't  know  what's  to  become  of  you." 

"I'm  sorry  to  have  bothered  you.  sir,"  I  said,  open- 
ing the  door.  But  the  professor,  having  gone  back  to 
plaguing  his  unhappy-looking  plant,  only  nodded. 
"Good  day.  Professor  Hicks," 

He  looked  up  like  on  owl  disturbed  in  its  slumbers. 
"Eh?  How's  that?  Oh,  good  day,  Witherspoon.  good 
day."  Then,  as  an  afterthought,  "Come  again  soon." 


Better  Pictures 

Better  Values 


The  Bernie  Studio 

1623  Sherman  Avenue 
University  8998 


LET  US  WORRY 

about  those 
THEMES— THESES— MANUSCRIPTS 

Reasonable  Rates — Accurate  ff'ork — Speedy  Service 

Multigraphing-MImeographing-Addressing 

EVANSTON 
LETTER   SERVICE 

6 1 5  Davis  Street  (4th  Fl.)  Evanston 

(Above    Lyon    &    Healy's) 


A  Better  Position 

You    con    get    it 

Hundreds  of  teachers,  students  and  college  graduates  will 
earn  two  hundred  dollars  or  more  this  summer.  SO  CAN  YOU. 
Hundreds  of  others  will  secure  a  better  position  and  a  larger 
salary  for  next  year.  YOU  CAN  BE  ONE  OF  THEM.  Complete 
information  and  helpful  suggestions  will  be  mailed  on  receipt  of 
a  three-cent  stamp.  Good  positions  are  available  now  in  every 
state.  They  will  soon  be  filled. 

(Teachers  address  Dept.  T.  All  others  address  Dept  S.) 

Continental  Teachers  Agency,  Inc. 

1850  Downing  St.  Denver,  Colo. 

Covers  the   ENTIRE   United   States 


School  OflBcials!  You  may  wire  us  your  vacancies  at  our  expense,  if  speed  is  urgent.  You  will   receive 
complete,  free  confidential  reports  by  air  mail  within  36  hours. 
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DIZZY  DIARIES  NO.  2 

{Continued  from  Page  1 6) 

School  of  Music  demanding  first 
installment  or  instrument  back. 
Dirty  capitalists  can't  scare  me. 
Three  more  threatening  letters  ar- 
rived this  morning,  one  signed  in 
blood.  Several  suspicious  looking 
men  have  been  milling  around 
apartment  for  last  two  days.  Think 
they're  detectives.  But  I'll  carry  on! 

Jan.  12.  D.  D. :  Phone  has  been 
ringing  continually  all  day  long. 
Cut  the  wires  this  noon.  Someone 
has  been  pounding  on  front  door. 
Three  police  cruisers  are  parked  in 
front.  Fire  engine  arrived  few  min- 
utes ago.  Large  crowd  gathering 
outside  apartment.  Much  shouting. 
Noise  is  so  distracting  only  got  in 
five  hours  of  practice  today. 

Jan.  13.  D.  D. :  This  is  the  end! 
Police  are  breaking  down  door  with 
battering  ram.  Crowd  is  tremend- 
ous. Traffic  has  been  held  up  for 
hours  and  firemen  are  playing  hoses 
on  window  .  .  .  put  bed,  stove,  and 
dresser  against  door  .  .  . 

Jan.  14.  D.  D. :  Police  have  house 
completely  surrounded  ...  I  won't 
give  in!  Tear  gas  bomb  landed  in 
bell  of  instrument  .  .  .  Can't  stop 
crying  .  .  .  music  is  blurred  .  .  . 
there  goes  door  .  .  .  crowds  are 
shouting  .  .  .  oh,  God  .  .  .  but  I'll 
show  them  .  .  .  I'll  play  on  .  ,  . 
those  sad  strains  .  .  .  "Nearer  My 
God  to  Thee  "  .  .  . 

THE  END 

Dean  ( to  Frosh)  — Do  you  know 
who  I  am? 

Frosh — No,  I  don't  but  if  you 
can  remember  your  address  I'll  take 
you  home.  — Exchange 

«■   ♦  ♦ 

Lady  (at  almond  counter)  : 
"Who  attends  to  the  nuts?" 

■Wise  Guy:  "Be  patient,  I'll  wait 
on  you  in  a  minute."  — Log 


-Awgwai 


Then  there  ivas  the  society  girl 
who  became  bored  with  swimming, 
and  yawned  under  water. 

—Ski-U-Mah 

<^  ♦  ^ 

Artist:  This  is  my  latest  picture, 
"Builders  at  Work."  It  is  very  re- 
alistic. 

Friend:  But  they  aren't  at  work. 

Artist:  I  know.  That  is  the  re- 
alism. 

— Goblin 

^  ♦  ^ 

Proud  Papa:  "Don't  you  think 
it's  about  time  the  baby  learned  to 
say  'papa'?" 

Mother:    "Oh.   no,   I   hadn't   in- 
tended telling  him  who  you  are  un- 
til he  becomes  a  little  stronger." 
— Kitty  Kat 

«>  ♦  <» 

The  little  girdle's  name  was  tak- 
en as  a  matter  of  corset. 


Chem.  Prof.:  "Come,  come,  give 
me  the  answer,  please." 

Student:  "I  can't  say  it,  but  it's 
on  the  tip  of  my  tongue." 

Another  Student:  "My  God, 
don't  swallow  it:  it's  arsenic!" 

— \^oo  Doo 

The  prim  old  lady  was  given  the 
first  glass  of  beer  she  ever  had.  Af- 
ter sipping  it  for  a  moment  she 
looked  up  with  a  puzzled  air. 
"How  odd!"  she  murmured.  "It 
tastes  just  like  the  medicine  my  hus- 
band has  been  taking  for  the  last 
twelve  years." 

— The  Pitt  Panther 

Co-ed  (in  beer  garden):  This 
beer  has  a  neat  little  wallop  to  it.  I 
wonder  how  much  of  it  we'll  be 
able  to  drink? 

Student  (promptly):  A  dollar 
and  fifteen  cents'  worth. 

— Exchange 


THE      UI^IVERSITY      STUDEI^TS'      STORE 


March  Breezes  in 
with  a  Special  Sale  of 

RYTEX 
HANDCRAFT 


Deckle  Edge  Stationery  with  the  crafty  "imported 
air"  but  strictly  American  with  typical  distinction  of 
Rytex  Writing  Creations  ...  at  amazingly  low  cost. 

Choice  of  Blue,  White  or  Grey  Handcraft  Vellum  paper  with  your 
Monogram,  Name  and  Address,  or  Two-Line  Address  on  sheets  in 
Craft   Blue,   Grey  or   Red   Ink.    Large   folded   sheets   or   clever   notes. 


50  FOLDED  SHEETS  AND 
50  ENVELOPES 


$1 


.oo 


Including  Lettering  on  Sheets  and  Envelopes 


As    Bonnie   as    Scotland! 

RYTEX  CHATTER-BOX 

ON   SALE   FOR   MARCH   ONLY 


A  clever  new  stationery  in  Grey  and  White,  Blue  and  White, 
Green  and  White,  Tan  and  White  Plaid  Vellum  Paper. 
Name   in    Highland    Blue,    Grey   or   Brown   ink. 


50  SHEETS 
50  ENVELOPES 


$] 


OO 


As    Individual    as    a    Highlander's    Kiltie! 


CHANDLER'S 


Foantain  Sqaare 


Evanston 


Those  penciled  scrawls 

are  a  sign  of  jangled  nerves 


If  you're  the  stolid,  phlegmatic 
sort  of  person  who  doesn't 
feel  things  very  deeply,  you'll 
probal>ly  never  have  to  worry 
about  nerves.  But  if  you're 
high-strung,  alive,  sensitive, 
watch  out. 

See  whether  you  scribble 
things  on  bits  of  paper,  bite 
your  nails,    jump   at   unex- 


pected noises — they're  signs 
of  jcDigkd  nerves. 

So  be  careful.  Get  enough 
sleep — fresh  air — recreation. 
And  make  Camels  your 
cigarette. 

For  Camel's  costlier  to- 
baccos never  jangle  your 
nerves — no  matter  how  stead- 
ily you  smoke. 


728 
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9\ 


82 
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0628 


66 
82\ 
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COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 

Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIN  E  TOBACCOS  than  any 
other  popular  brand  of  cijjarettes! 


time  is  one  minute.  ^'"■'^*^ 

fra.,k  J    Marshall  ICa.ne/  s.noker),  chess  cha,n 


Copyrlcla,  i;,3,.  n  J  jj^,^^.^^^^ 


'•ii  Tubac. 


CAMELS 

SMOKE   AS  MANY  AS  YOU   WANT 
...THEY  NEVER  GET  ON  YOUR   NERVES 


